CHAPTER     VIII
METROPOLIS
I RETURNED to London in the summer of 1931. Home-com-
ing is never quite what you expect it to be. The red motor-
buses went cavorting round Hyde Park Corner exactly as
they had cavorted there two years ago. The signs in Pic-
cadilly lit up the same endless procession of blank faces to
whom my dramatic return meant nothing. Life went on
and had (astonishingly but all too obviously) been going on
unchecked in its rhythm throughout my months of absence*
And when I went south again in the following autumn I
found the rhythm of Antarctic life proceeding with an
indifference equally sublime. Over all the inhospitable
hills, which the winter's snows were beginning to lay bare, the
majestic cycle of mating, egg-laying and parental care was
about to begin again. The penguins, too, were returning
to their cities which received them coldly as mine had
received me.
The penguins are a gay and gregarious people. Their
teeming cities are strung out all along the coasts of Antarctica
and on all the bare and forbidding islands washed by the
Southern Ocean. Wherever there is available space with
access to the sea you may find a huge metropolis spreading
all over the barren clifis or covering the seaward faces of the
stony hills. The architecture of the dwellings of which
these cities are composed is of the crudest, for each is a mere
circular aggregation of angular stones often perched pre-
cariously upon a ledge and exposed to all the winds. No
citizen has a home bigger or better appointed than his
neighbour and all are furnished in the same spartan way, but
to every citizen his home is his castle, just like yours or mine,
and he will rush out to defend it with ferocity and blind
courage. There are neither mansions nor palaces in the
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